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§t)>uati0n. 



To Heb who softens every woe, 

And soothes each poignant sorrow, 
Who leads my soul, when stricken low, 

Unto a brighter morrow ; — 
To her who heightens every joy, 

Though mixed with earthly leaven, 
Who separates the base alloy 

From what belongs to heaven ; — 
To her, my loved companion here. 

To whom my faith is plighted ; 
Mine own, too, in that hoped-for sphere 

Where ties are re-united ; — 
I bring, my spirit's flight this world above, 
— A simple tribute of undying love ! 



SONG OF THE DISAPPOINTED ONE. 



Give me a babe, a little babe, to nestle on my knee, 
To raise its eyes with glad surprise, and rivet them 

on me, 
To place its hand, its tiny hand, upon my heaving 

breast, 
And there to sleep, while angels keep a vigil o'er its 

rest. 

Give me a babe, a little babe! — oh, God, to thee 
I pray! 

That I may find its little mind expanding every day ; 

That I may teach its broken speech to lisp Emma- 
nuel's name. 

Who, meek and mild, to save a child, from heaven's 
glory came. 



8 SONG OF THE DISAPPOINTED ONE. 

Give me a babe, a little babe, that 'I may tarn to 
thee 

Its opening heart, and there impart thy precepts 
fjEdthfully ; 

That when its soul from earth's control shall burst, 
and upward soar. 

It may arise, through azure skies, to joy for ever- 
more ! — 

Peace, mortal, peace! — cease, murmurer, cease! — 

Will He who made the world, — 
That mighty God, whose awfiil nod from bliss bright 

rebels hurled, 
And yet who knows our little woes, and mourns our 

early blight, — 
The judge of all, — ^the great, the small, — oh, will not 

He do right ? 
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YOUNG RUTH. 



Young Euth was as free as the bonnding gazelle, 
A sweet flower of Nature, a modest blue-bell ; 
Her lip and her cheek with the roses might vie, 
And brighter than mom was the glance of her eye. 

The dawn*s parting slumber, her voice used to break 
With rapturous song, ere the lark was awake ; 
Her light merry laugh made the forest to ring, 
And mirth from its inmost recesses to spring. 

But changed is that footstep, its vigour is dead, 
The poor stricken floweret is drooping its head ; 
The hue of the lily is chasing away 
The first bloom of youth in its opening day. 



10 YOUNG RUTH. 

The laxk carols on, and continues to soar, 
But her notes of joy wake the echoes no more ; 
The wide-spreading wood in its grandeur is still, 
For hushed is her laughter, — that soul-gushing rill. 

Love ! love it has found her ! its golden-linked chain 
Is cu'cling around her: she struggles in vain. 
Her fresh early feelings are winging their flight, 
Ere love bursts in glory, too scorchingly bright ! 



REMONSTRANCE. 



O CHIDE me not, dearest, but smile on me still ; 
My pleading thou hearest, seek not to chill 
The warmth of those feelings whose centre is thee, 
But turn, my beloved one, look fondly on me. 

We cannot tell, dearest, how soon we must part, 
That hour may be nearest, when cold is the heart ; 
And would we not sorrow and grieve for the past, 
If a word of unkindness had echoed the last ? 

Then chide me not, dearest, this life-blood of mine 
With throb the sinoerest responds unto thine, — 
O turn, with that look which enchained me of yore, 
Speak kindly, smile sweetly, and love me once more. 



THE FOND APPEAL 



0, LOOK not thus on me, love ! 

The unoffending spare ; 
That doubting glance from thee, love, 

Is misery to tear ! 

This faithful heart beats true, love ! 

My vows can never fail. 
Though summer's deepening hue, love. 

O'er beauteous spring prevail. 

I question not thy truth, love ! 

No doubt intrudes of thee ; 
The bright star of my youth, love. 

Is brilliant still to me. 



THE FOND APPEAL. 13 

Thy bosom lay to mine, love I 

Bring soul to kindred soul, — 
That throbbing poise is thine, love. 

And seeks but thy control ! 



LOVE'S MESSENGERS. 



Sigh not among the trees, 
But haste, scented breeze, 

Fresh from each flower s caresses ; 
Speak softly in her ear 
Of all my hope and fear, 

While playing with her tresses. 



O, monarch of the day ! 
Take from this heart a ray. 

And mingle it with thine ; 
A sunny path prepare, 
And i^und her, every where, 

With all thy glory, shine. 



LOVES MESSENOEBS. 15 

O, jewels of the night ! 
So silent and so hright, 

As twinkling ye liang o*er her, 
Her fancy, faint and dim, 
O fill with thoughts of him 

Who lives but to adore her ! 



THE UNCERTAIN FLIGHT. 



High o*er the groves and bowers. 
His wings extended wide. 

The noble Eagle towers 
With all a monarch's pride : 

And far above these shores 
Borne for a little while. 

My lofty spirit soars, 
Transported by a smile. 



But, lo ! the &tal ball 
Speeds with a deadly aim ; 

How great the monarch's fall, — 
How vain his royal name ! 



THE UKCERTAIN FLIGHT. 17 

And 80, my loved one's frown, 

Or scorn from her bright eye. 
Would hurl my spirit down, 

And, when I fall — I die I 



TRUE GREATNESS. 



In sorrow, not in anger — 
Ay, grief no tongue can tell- 

I see that look of languor, 
And speak my last farewell. 

The heart, unmoTod to sadness 
By feelings such as mine, 

Must look in vain for gladness 
At virtue's blessed shrine. 

Hadst thou with pure emotion 
Responded to my vow, 

My fondest) best devotion 
Had lingered near thee now. 



TRUE GREATNESS. 1 9 



But, by that cold deceivmg, 
To feel myself betrayed — 

The base one scarce believing 
The ruin she has made — 



Is bitter, and thy token 
Of falsehood I resign ; 

This spirit, true, though broken, 
Ts happier than thine ! 



LOVE'S CHAIN. 



Those melting eyes 

And tender sighs, 
Those accents sweet and thrilling, 

That broken reed, 

Mj spirit, lead, 
A captive not unwilling. 



That smile of thine, 

Almost divine, 
Athwart my senses stealing, 

Lights up my heart 

In every part. 
Its inmost thought revealing. 



LOVES CHAIN. 21 



Then how conceal 

The love I feel ? 
Enslaver — stay and hear me ! 

The silken chain 

1 stxetch in vain, — 
It dra\' 8 me ever near thee ! 
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GOOD SPIKITS. 



Spirits in the air 

Beautiful and £ur, 
Though mortal cannot see those pinions quiver, 

Your influence we feel 

Through all our senses steal, 
Oh, linger still — and stay with us for ever ! 



Spirits on the earth, 

Though heavenly in birth, 
We know your lovely dwellings ore around us ; 

Ye look through sparkling eyes, 

Or float on tender sighs, 
And laugh when some dear syren glance hath bound us. 



GOOD SPIBIT8. 23 

Spirits, good and kind, 
Seek for me, and find, 
To cheer my way in all its mazy turnings, 

A being full of grace, 
Whose sweet, yet blushing fiEice 
May be the focus of my wild heart-burnings. 



THE BRIGHT ONE. 



Angel, spirit ! — if thou art 

A gem from yonder sphere, 
Stay, hright one, view this ruined heart, 

And o'er it drop a tear ! 

Lovely visitant on earth. 

Some healing unction give, 
For how can they of mortal birth 

Thy beauty see, and live ? 

Glorious vision, passed away, 
Yet still before these eyes, — 

My heart fails with thy parting ray, 
But loves thee as it dies ! 



THE BIRD WITHOUT A MATE. 



The lonely bird, vhose mate has fled 

To sport in other spheres, 
With raffled plume and drooping head 

Disconsolate appears : 

He fondly views each fayoured spot 

She loved to rest upon. 
He hopes to see — but sees her not — 

His mate, alas, is gone ! 

And thus, in solitary grief. 
My moments glide vdth pain ; 

Where'er I turn to find relief, 
I turn and look in vain. 



26 THE BIBD WITHOUT A MATE. 

My nest, deserted, I must lie 

In weaiy wakefulness, 
My loving note brings no reply 

From her I long to bless. 

But reason whispers, *' Murmuriug cease ! 

" Wait but a little while, 
"The cheering sun but hides his face, 

" More brightly still to smile." 

Then, dearest, let us patiently 

This separation bear, — 
Our meeting, love, will surely be 

A joy " beyond compare !" 



YOUNa ARTHUR'S BRIDE. 



Teiet sat beneath a willow tree, 
Young Arthur and his bride ; 

The joy of an old sire was he, 
And she, a mother's pride. 

Their hearts o'erflowed with tenderness, 
They loved each other well, — 

Their lips were only used to bless. 
Or happy thoughts to tell. 

This life they called a blissful state, 
A bright and silvery stream ; 

What cruel fate could dissipate 
That sweet and placid dream ? 



28 TOUNG ARTHUB*S BBIDE. 



" To arms ! to arms !" the trumpet calls, 
** We march at break of day." — 

It echoes through his father*B halls. 
And Arthur must obey. 

For months and years, all silently, 

With no one by her side, 
She wept beneath that willow tree, — 

Young Arthur's lonely bride. 



THE SOLDIER'S RETURN. 



Who comes in haste, with manly stride — 

With mingled joy and gloom ? 
See what an air of lordly pride 

Plays round his nodding plume ! 

His face bespeaks long want of rest, 

A scar is on his brow, 
Three medals glitter o'er his breast, — 

Methinks I know him now. 

He sees at length his father's towers, 

The door he passes by ; 
The well-trimmed beds, the blooming flowers, 

Scarce meet his anxious eye. 



30 THE SOLDIEB*S BETUBK. 

He threads a path 'twixt eTergreens, — 
He seeks the well-known spot 

Where love first drew those blissful scenes 
That charm — ^yet linger not. 

Beneath the Willow — ^Ihere is she ! — 

And, bounding to her side, 
Young Arthur clasps in ecstacy 

His true, but drooping bride. 



THE BETROTHED. 



The evening shades were gathered round, 
The pealing thunder rent the sky ; 

One maiden heard the awfiil sound 
With aching heart and tearful eye ! 

Why sate she thus disconsolate, 
To mournful thought an easy prey ? 

Why did pale care implant his seat 
Where beaming smiles were wont to play ? 

He who had gained her youthfid heart 
Then braved the storm, and felt its power ; 

may we meet ! — no more to part ! — 
So sighed that fiedr, but drooping flower. 



THE BEAUTIFUL ONE. 



I SAW her in the castle hall, 
Where splendour held its sway ; 

But she bj far outshone it all, 
With beauty's simple ray ! 

I saw her where the festive met, 
A gay and joyous scene ; 

She bore the palm of victory yet. 
She was the ball-room's queen ! 

O, could I see that lovely fiace, 
Nor think of forms above? 

Could I behold that native grace, 
Nor feel a pang of love ? 



THE BEAUTIFUL ONE. 33 

I loved her then, as he who tarns 

From all to worship one ; 
Bat brighter far that feeling bums, 

For now she is mine own ! 



A SUNBEAM. 



O, pure and beauteous ray, 
Thou harbinger of day, 

Thy smile I see — 
Through my casement peering, 
All my spirit cheering — 

And welcome thee ! 

More glorious at noon, 
Too bright to die so soon, 

Thou mak'st me glad ! 
My heart implores thee — stay ! 
0, pass not thus away, 

Faint, pale, and sad. 



A SUNBEAM. 35 



Less fickle than the sun, 
My sweet and precious one, 

Thou wilt not leave ; 
But, now and ever near. 
My spirit thou wilt cheer 

From mom till eve '. 



LYDIA MAY. 



Pretty Lydia May ! 
There 's beauty in each curl, 
And in those rows of pearl : 
O, — my head is in a whirl, 

Pretty Lydia May ! 



Saucy Lydia May ! 
Those pouting lips so charming. 
And glances so alarming, 
My caution are disarming, 

Saucy Lydia May I 



LTDIA MAY. 37 

Fickle Lydia May ! 
Why treat me as a brother, 
And then my feelings smother 
By turning to another — 

Fickle Lydia May? 

Cruel Lydia May ! 
Sad havoc art thou making, 
With anguish see me quaking, 
O, — my heart is well-nigh breaking, 

Cruel Lydia May ! 

I love thee, Lydia May ! 
I worship at thy shrine, 
Thy charms my soul entwine, 
0, wilt thou not be mine, 

For ever, Lydia May ? 
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THE FALSE ONE. 



Go, fiend ! — for ever, go I 
Heed not my blighted mom; 

New scenes of triumph know, 
But take with thee my scorn. 

Go, fialse one ! — wear that smile. 
Thy victims to ensnare ; 

Man's trusting soul beguile, — 
Then leave him to despair. 

Go, demon, — cursed by me ! 

In bitterness we part. — 
O, may thy portion be 

A bleeding — broken heart ! 



DESPONDENCY. 



The beams upon the mountain, 
The sighing of the gale, 

The sparkle of the fountain, 
The screech-owFs midnight wail,- 

Are all alike to me. 

Dark, cheerless misery ! 

My sun, which rose in splendour, 
Overclouded, set at noon ; 

Love, blooming, young and tender, 
Was withered — ah, how soon ! 

And naught remained to me 

But hopeless misery ! 



40 DESFONBEKOY. 

I soared on fancy's bright wing 
For one glad summer mom, — 

Her frown shot forth as lightning, 
And left me thus forlorn, 

The blighted mate of thee — 

Desponding Misery. 



BEAUTY. 



Pretty little dears ! 
That beauty, fair and bright, 

In one short day 

May pass away, 
And vanish out of sight. 



Winning little dears ! 
Those charms, though great your store. 

In one short hour 

May lose their power, 
And captivate no more. 



42 BEAUTY. 

Hark ye, little dears ! 

The beauty of the mind. 
With less of earth 
Has more of worth, 

Than all this world can find. 

Its charm, my little dears. 
Though life be on the wane, 
Clings round the heart, 
While tinselled art 
May deck itself in yain. 



MISGIVING. 



How long must dull despondency 

Upon my spirit rest ? 
How long must I conceal from thee 
That love, akin to agony, 

Which hums within my hreast ? 



Didst thou compassionately deign 

To keep one smile for me ; 
Dared I, without illusion vain, 
E*er hope thy confidence to gain ; 
How hlest my lot might he. 



Then would the feeliogs, none can know 

But those who trulj' love, 
In one fond tide of utterance flow, 
To thee, sweet soul ! the; well might show, 
Love bums as purely here below. 

As with the saints above I 
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HAKKIETTE. 



She looked ! and tmthful tenderness 

Was centred in the gaze : 
That look, a faithful heart did bless, — 

A drooping spirit raise. 

She smiled 1 and trusting confidence 

Was sweetly pictured there : 
That smile, through every latent sense 

Of one, shone brightly fair. 

She sighed ! though scarcely knowing why, 

'T was not a sigh of pain ; 
But from his inmost soul that sigh 

In echo came again. 



46 HABBIETTE. 

That bliss True Love alone can give, 
Those beings now enjoy : 

Two hearts but for each^other live, 
Two hearts as one shall die ! 



THE CHOKD OF SYMPATHY. 



Go tell my own beloved one, 

Sweet envoy of my will, 
Though parched beneath a distant sun, 

I dote upon her still ! 

Tell her I know those loving eyes 
Still fondly look for me,— 

The chord of sympathy supplies 
What vision fails to see. 

Tell her I feel that throbbing heart 
Move mine beyond control : 

The fancy makes each sinew start, 
And stirs my very soul. 



48 THE GHOBD OF SYMPATHY. 

Ay, tell her I shall soon return. 
To make her mine for ever : 

This fire mthin must cease to hum, 
This heart of hearts 1 11 give her 1 



THE MERRY HEART. 



My heart is merry, — O, how glad ! 

My footsteps press on summer flowers ; 
My spirit feels no longer sad, 

My thoughts repose in fairy bowers. 

My fancy leads me far away, 

To realms of light unseen before ; 

The passing scenes of every day 
No longer charm me as of yore. 

That eye, whose azure brilliancy 
Drew willing captives to its shrine, 

Now brightly, fondly beams on me. 
Now looks itself for ever mine ! 



50 THE MEBBY HEABT. 

That throbbing heart, whose eveiy beat 
Spread rapture heretofore unknown, 

Now mingles, in communion sweet, 
Its wild vibration with my own ! 



FORTITUDE. 



She flew before the gale, 
' She neared the fatal shore ; 
Her crew's despairing wail 
Was mocked by ocean s roar. 

But at the broken wheel 

Stood one who never quailed ,- 

His silent heart's appeal 
To God had never failed ! 

He knew the danger well, 
The frowning coast he knew, 

He almost heard death's knell 
Eing o'er his gallantj^crew. 



52 POBTITUDE. 

One lingering hope remained. 
Faint, shadowy, and dim ; 

A refuge might be gained, 
A spot well known to him. — 



Not far from that wild scene, 
Two rocks projecting lay, 

And, hollowed out between, 
A sheltered little bay. 



To " thread the Needle's Eye," 
To triumph o er the wave. 

This was his purpose high — 
That living freight to save. 



On, on, without a pause. 
To cliffs enwreathed in foam ; 

Destruction oped her jaws 
To lure the storm-tossed home. 



FORTITUDE. 



53 



One tremor of the hand, 
One quiver in the gaze, 

And that devoted hand 

Life's last long cry might raise. 

But, calm amid the crash, 
He wore the vessel round, 

And, quick as lightning flash, 
Shot through the narrow sound. 

The jutting points of rock 
She grazed on either side^ 

Then, hounding from the shock, 
They reached a level tide ! — 



*' Down, men, upon your knees, 
'* Uncovered be each brow : 

" Our God commands the breeze, 
" And He has saved us now !" 



SONG OF THE HOUSELESS ONE. 



Weary and worn, 

Hungry and wet, 
Tattered and torn, — 

No one's regret : 

Unheeded, unblest, 
I pass the long night ; 

A stranger to rest, 
I pray for the light. 

On, onward I go 
To keep myself warm. 

Through rain and through snow, 
In the pitiless storm : 



SONa OF THE HOUSELESS ONE. 55 

Till, fevered and fEiint, 

I pause to take breath ; 
I make no complaint, 

Though sick unto death. 



Heart-broken at length, 
I sit at a door, — 

My poor failing strength 
Can struggle no more. 



I wrap my shawl round 
To keep out the cold, 

And, crouched on the ground, 
I tighten my hold. 



'Mid fancies, and fears, 

I silently weep. 
And, soothed by my tears, 

I glide into sleep : 



56 SONG OF THE HOUSELESS ONE. 

Of comforts I dream — 
I see the bright fire 

O'er rich viands gleam, — 
All my soul can desire. 



And joys without number 
Come back from my youth, 

When 1 start from my slumber 

— To find out the truth ! 



I feel the cold damp 

From my head to my feet ; 
I crawl to the lamp, 

To gather its heat : 



My teeth set to chatter 

And shake in my head ; 
I hear the rain patter — 



SONG OF THE HOUSELESS ONE. 57 

I fly to the river 

And bend o'er the wave, 
But turn, with a shiver, — 

" Oh, would I were brave !" 



Though steeped in my sorrow, 

I shudder to die 
In the dark, but to-morrow 

To-morrow 1 11 try ! 



Luxurious Creatures ! 

Whose soft-pillowed heads 
Repose, with calm features. 

At ease in your beds : 



58 SONG OF THE HOUSELESS ONE. 

This, this is your sister ! 

— Sin-driyen and crest : 
How few would have missed her 

The wretched — the lost ! 



0, feel for her sadness, 

O, pity her woe ; 
0, think of her madness, — 

Sure, certain, if slow : 



And deem not that Heaven 
Grinds her to the dust, 

Your talents were given — 
Were lent — upon trust 



To rear up a dome 
In the face of the sun, 

A refuge — a home. 

For those who have none ! 



SONG OF THE CLERK. 



From morning till night 
With pen in my hand, 

I "write — "write — write — 
What few understand ! 

In book after book 
I put down the sums, 

And scarce turn to look 
When any one comes, — 

Though all point to me 
The items to tell : 

My master — e'en he ! — 
Don't know, half so well. 



60 SONG OP THE GLEBE. 

I can't snatch an hour 
To rest or to eat ; 

My crust I devour 

While at work on my seat. 



To slip from my post 
Is more than I dare, 

Though, pale as a ghost, 
I long for the air. 



From morning till night, 
With pen in my hand, 

I write — write — write — 
What few understand ! 



I wear out my sight 
And madden my hrain ; 

can it be right, — 
This closely-drawn chain ? 



SONa OF THE CLEBK. 61 

My life ebbs away, 

Its vigour impaired, 
For leisure I pray, 

But " cannot be spared ! " 



From dawn until dark 
It rings in mine ear. 

This song of the Clerk, 
At a hundred a year. 



THE MISER'S SONG. 



The jeering crowd may point and frown, 

Or laugh to see me die — 
But who, in all this busy town, 

Is half so sad as I ? 

For, deep within its hidden chest, 

My gold yields no return ; 
0, this IS canker in my breast, 

— It makes my spirit bum. 

They talk of money being cheap, — 
A curse upon their tongues ! 

I hear the rumour in my sleep. 
And breathe it through my lungs. 



THE miser's song. 63 

What is a paltry ten per cent. 

For needy men to pay ? 
All seem in league, and only bent 

On making me their prey. 



The Bank may break, and Stocks may fall, 

— I cannot trust it there ; 
And business firms — I doubt them all ! 

There *s cheating everywhere. 



When beggars, with their fialse appeal. 

My charity implore, 
I *m sure the villains come to steal, 

And drive them from my door. 



And, when abroad I mark the sneer 

That passers-by put on, 
I hasten home in deadly fear, 

And think My treasure gone ! 



64 THE MISBB^S SONG. 

The jeering crowd may scowl and frown, 

Or wish to see me die, 
But no one in this busy town 

Is half so sad as I. 



DOUBTS AND FEARS. 

A DUET. 

Air. — " There *« nae Inch aboot the house.* 



" Now, Harry, love, you are a pet when nobody is 

near, 
And all your whispered compliments so fond and 

sweet appear ; 
But really, Hal, it is too bad, that you should flirt 

and grin 
With eyeiy girl you chance to meet, who is not 

worth a pin." 

" You jealous little silly thing, what would you have 
me do? 
P'rhaps stick a notice on my back, that I belong to 
you; 
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Or stay at home, to wind your thread, and nurse 

you on my knee ; 
Then would n't I for husbands all a worthy pat> 

tern be?" 

"" Pray choose another theme for jest, and some 
compassion show, — 

You know I love you tenderly ; then why deride 
me so? 

Last night I cried myself to sleep, for you de- 
serted me, 

And flirted all the evening — with that odious 
Ellen B ." 

" Now, Sophy, dear, I really think your wits have 
flown away, 

I danced with her but once or twice, and once 
with Fanny Grey ; 

And as to my deserting you, such naughty con- 
duct bear. 

For how could we, like turtle-doves, be coo — coo — 
— cooing there?" 
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*' This morning, too, when Lorimer and Lady Jane 

were here, 
You talked so low and earnestly, I 'm sure you 

called her * dear ; ' 
And you such looks of tenderness on Lorimer 

bestowed, 
I 'd swear elopement was the theme, your words so 

softly flowed." 

" Alas ! and has it come to this ? Can you un- 
feeling prove ? 
What have I done that you should doubt my con- 

stancy and love ? 
'T was all a joke ; — but why, my dear, such 

fancied wrongs believe ? — 
For rather would I give this hand, than you had 
cause to grieve ! " 

" Forgive me, Harry ! will you, love ? my folly pray 
excuse ! ** — 

" Forgive you ! — to be sure I will ! Ah, how 

could I refuse ? 
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And never more may jealousy from us a welcome 

find : 
For what is all the world to m^, if you should 

he unkind ! " 



MATRIMONIAL DUET. 



Am. — " Fanny Grey." 



" Indeed, ma'am, 1 11 do no such thing ; my reso- 
lution 's made ; 

Five balls a-week are quite enough, without a 
masquerade ; 

You waste your time in racketing, and think 
there 's nothing wrong ; 

You 11 drive me mad, I swear you will ; I *m sure 
you \e tried it long." 

" Now, Crusty ! at your old complaints ; how tire- 
some you become ! 
D' you think, sir, I 'm as old as you, or stupid, or 
humdrum ? 
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You 'd rather sit and read your book, than go to 

balls mth me ; 
For shame, sir ; of your indolence ashamed you 

ought to be I " 

♦* Now, really, this is hard to bear ; her tongue is 

never still ; 
Called old and cross, because I dare dispute a 

vixen's will ! 
To dance and flirt is all the length her education 

goes — 
You should have wed a silly boy, whose sense was 

in his toes ! " 

" I ovrn, sir, I was very wrong to many such as 
you; 
I should have had a wiser head, and lighter foot- 
step, too ; 
But, though your looks are rather dull, and 

clownish-like withal, 
You shall go to the masquerade, I tell you, sir, 
von shall ! " 
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" I 've said, ma'am, I '11 do no such thing, so let the 

matter rest." 
** You've said! — and pray, sir, what of that? — 

you surely are in jest ! " 
" I will not go, and that 's enough ! I cEui't afford 

to pay 
For satin dresses every month, and ribbons every 

day!" 

*' You stingy man ! your meanness is disgusting, I 

declare ! 
You grudge the paltry trumpery I condescend to 

wear! 
Bad as you are, I never thought you could descend 

so low ; 

1 11 have a separation, sir ; I won't be treated 
so!" 

'* Now, Lucy, pray, don't talk that way, nor me, 
my love, revile ; 
You shall go to the masquerade, if that will make 
you smile ; 
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And you shall have a velvet dress» and jewels, too, 

my dear ; 
But only let me see you pleased, and fond of me 

appear." 

" Now, Harry, there you show your sense ; 0, trim 

the dress with gold ! 
I really think that I was wrong to call you cross 

and old ! " 
" Ay, trim it as you please, my love, and send the 

bill to me." 
" Oh, if you 'd always act this way, how happy could 

I be!" 



THE GALVANIC RING. 



Air—" The Meeting of the Waters." 



O, who has not heard of the wonderful cures 
Performed in this wonderful country of ours, 
By means of a ring made of copper and zinc ? — 
The cures are so funny, you really can't think ! 

The first of those wonderful cures I shall name, 
Is that of a stingy, half-starved-looking dame» 
Who complained that both she and her darling 

tom-cat 
Got thin after meals, instead of got /at/ 

The doctor advised that this lady should go 
Get a ring for her finger, the cat for his toe. 
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And, for two meals a day, she should substitute 
four ; 

In a month they could hardly get in at the door ! 



There was also a patient, plethoric and stout, 
A martyr to bile, indigestion, and gout, — 
An alderman he, who, at civic displays, 
By his feats of gastronomy all did amaze ! 



The doctor insisted this man should abstain 
From such things as turtle, and live very plain 
For nine months, and wear a zinc ring on his 

thumb ; — 
He now feels as hollow and light as a drum ! 



A young lady, too, an acquaintance of mine, 

Was so delicate, and so excessively " fine," 

That, to walk half a mile ! law ! ! 't would kill her 

outright ! ! ! 
Although she could waltz for a day and a night ! 
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Her lover advised her to wear the zinc speU, 
And assured her that, when she was perfectly well, 
A plain looking gold ring she 'd have in its place ; — 
In a week, not a delicate sign could you trace ! 

But enough I have said of this wonderful ring, 
To prove that it is a most wonderful thing ; 
And I only would heg, in conclusion, to say, 
Without it, I never had sung you this lay. 



THE DOUBLE CURE. 

AiB — " The Lover's Mistaher 



An enchantiDg young girl once I knew, 

(Her name there *s no need to disclose,) 
Her charms were exceeded by few, 

But one eye ne*er lost sight of her nose. 
A quack-doctor, who lived in this town. 

Saw with grief its deplorable state ; 
For such cures he had gained great renown, 

And he said he could put it quite straight, 

Quite straight. 

And he said he could put it quite straight. 

He at length got permission to try 
If his art could perform what he said ; 

The nerve he soon cut, but the eye 
Sprang round to the back of her head ! 



THE DOUBLE CUBE. 77 

He then stated the moderate fee, 

His wonderful skill to enhance, 
Would be double, for now she could see 

Both before and behind at a glance ! 
At a glance, 

Both before and behind, at a glance. 

The money she paid in a trice. 

Such a wonder delighted to find ; 
To look once, and yet to see twice, 

Suited well her inquisitive mind. 
She was listless before the great change. 

Now she *s always two objects in view ! 
This stoiy may seem rather strange. 

But, nevertheless, it is true, 
T is true, 

But, nevertheless, it is true. 



TOM TEAZEM. 



Air — " Rory O'More" 



Young Tom was a gallant of mighty renown. 
He was always in Snobgreen the life of the town ; 
He courted the girls, and humbugged the mamas, 
'• Sarved out" the big brothers, and gulled the papas. 
" O, Tom, now, be quiet," Kate Tickle would say, 
" I can't let you go on in that boisterous way, 
" Mama would be angry, if she were to see 
•*You, a-squeezin' my hand and a-whisperin' to 

me ; — 
"0, my jewel," said Tom, " never mind the old 

dame, 
" I can soon stop her mouth with a treat of the 
same, 
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•* But you 're such a darling, 1 really believe 
" In the form of young Cupid you Ve crept up my 
sleeve." 

"Now Tom, don't endeavour to gammon me so, 
" For, in spite of your bother, I very well know 
'* You 've said the same thing to a dozen or more, 
'• And been deeply in love with a hundred before." 
•' Now, light of the Harem, that last is n't true, 
•• For I never loved any in earnest but you, — 
" I bask in your smiles, and I live in your eyes, 
" And when absent from you, I give thundering 

sighs ; — 
'* I wish I *d some way my affection to prove, 
" And from those pretty lips all that pouting remove, 
" I 'd hang myself up in a lock of your hair, 
" Just to show what, for you, a poor crittur can 

bear." 

'* Then I think, dearest Tom, since you love me so 

well, 
" The whole tale to my mother you better had tell, 
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" And ask her consent, — I 'm quite sure jou '11 

have mine, 
"For I love you, dear Tom, — and I think you 

divine." — 
•* Stop, stop ! — that arrangement may be very 

nice, 
" But I mtist ask my father and mother's advice, 
" So give me a kiss now, you dear little thing, 
'*To soft-sawder my lips when your praises I 

sing ; "— 
Then, having obtained it, young Tom took his 

leave. 
And said to himself, as he laughed in his sleeve, 
" Kate Tickle, you 're going a-head rather fest, 
" So, unless I 'm a donkey, this call is my last ! " 



LOVE. 



ADDRESSED TO FANNY FURT, AGED FIFTEEN TEARS. 



You wish my Muse would try, Fanny, 

To tell a lover's tale, 
But love is " all my eye," Fanny, 

The theme is getting stale. 

When poets said 't was pure and free, 

They meant it all in fun ; 
The love we generally see 

Is love for " Number One." 

The infimt loves its bottle, 
Pure feeling one would think, 

But this is love of guttle. 
Or else it 's love of drink. 
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The little girl of two years old, 

With red morocco shoes, 
Loves them as much as precious gold 

Is loved among the Jews. 



Her elder sister hugs to death 

A gutta percha doll. 
Her playmate owns another faith, 

And loves a parasol. 



Young ladies, too, of riper years. 
And who have gone to school. 

Think " suckembobs" the only " dears," 
And keep their pockets full. 



Those hearts unmoved by "lollipop" 
(And your's is one, I know,) 

Are centred in the toffee shop, 
And there they often go. 
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The graceful creature, slim and tall, 
Who really has " come out," 

The lovely Belle of every ball, 
The Queen of every rout, 



May through the giddy dances float 
With little Captain Flynn,— 

She only loves his scarlet coat, 
And not the man within. 



Love's very name is falsely placed, 

'T is all deceptive art ; 
This only gratifies the taste. 

It does not touch the heart ! — 



Believe me, Fanny, every case 
That I have pictured here, 

[s true to hfe, and all may trace 
Their probable career. 
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But proper love, both bright and true, 
May in some bosoms shine. 

— The only case I ever knew 
Was Harriette's and mine. 



MISS REBECCA McTNDOO. 



A TRUE STORY. 



A TALE I tell, both sad and true, 

Of Miss Eebecca M'lndoo, 

Who ne'er had changed her maiden name, 

Yet oft had wished to do that same. 

Her cronies were select, but few, 
Her age was only fifty-two ; 
No beauty she, but at the glass 
She many happy hours did pass. 

One evening, feeling lonely, she 

Just stept to Miss Monroe's to tea. 

And there she met a nice young man 

Whose name was Walter Parmesan. 

6 
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In a huckster's shop this Walter bloomed, 
Where soap in boxes lay entombed, 
And farthing candles hung in rows, 
And tape in ornamental bows. 



Thick bushy hair of lively red 
His cheeks and half his chin overspread ; 
Those whiskers caused misfortune dire, — 
They set Kebecca*s heart on fire ! 



So, as her heart was not insured, 
That aching bum could not be cured, 
And, gently yielding to its sway. 
She wasted inch by inch away. — 



Now Walter learned, from Miss Monroe, 
She 'd saved a thousand pounds, or so, 
And he determined, honest soul ! 
To get a part, if not the whole. 
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Next day he called, so spruce and " nate, 
And soon became quite intimate, 
And squeezed her hand so tender — 17 
That he brought a tear into her eye. 



tt 



Three weeks, with unabated zeal, 
He pleaded love he did not feel. 
Then, summoning his courage up, 
The awful question he did pop. 



Rebecca shrieked, — and, fainting, fell ; — 
'T was only sham, but did as well, — 
And Walter caught her in his arms. 
And whispered " summut " about her charms. 



Those accents sweet soon brought her to,- 
Soft-sawder sticks as tight as glue ! — 
She murmured fondly, "Walter, dear, 
** Your image is engraven here ! " 
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So eyeiything was soon arranged, 
And fond endearments were exchanged* 
And Walter got nine hundred pounds 
To buy a house and pleasure grounds. 



Now Walter wanted nothing more 
Than to possess Eebecca*s store, 
So off he set for Adelaide 
To buy a shop and start in trade. 



MOBAL. 

Now ladies all, of men take care 
Who flaming beards and whiskers wear, 
For Miss Rebecca M'Indoo 
Lost both her man — and money too ! 



A VISIT TO THE SHADES. 



A LADT Mend, whose master mind 
Clung ardentlj to heathen lore, 

Went, leaving all she loved behind, 
The classic regions to explore. 



Now let us track this worthy " fiedr 'un,** 
And with " infernal " rascals mix ; — 

She first began by bribing Charon 
To row her o*er the river Styx. 

Cerberus she passed, who opened wide 
His mouths, and made a great to do, — 

Her parasol one satisfied, 

Her slippers fed the other two. 
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On, on, she walked, serene and cool 
As policemen at a railway station, 

She saw old Tantalas in a pool, 

And " hoped he liked his situation ? ** 



For Sisyphus she dropped a tear, 

And rolled the stone quite up the hill. 

While he procured a jug of heer, — 
In truth the man looked yeiy ill ! 



Next, chained to Caucasus* hold height, 
A shock Prometheus did give her ; 

She wondered greatly at the sight. 
How he could live with such a " liver ! 



»» 



Six days she wandered o'er the plain 
*Mid horrors which I dare not tell ; 

To visit this poor world again 

Had pleased the lady quite as well. 



A VISIT TO THE SHADES. 91 

She reached at length a castle gate, 
Where sulphur frizzled her toe-nails ; 

Before it stood a guard of state, 
With saucer eyes and curly tails. 



Wide oped the doors, and Proserpine 

Came forward in a gilded car. 
She asked her victim in to dine, 

For " douhtless, she had come from far." 



Pluto came too, with manner rude. 

And pressed our worthy friend to stay, — 

Poor dame ! she did what hest she could. 
Took to her heels and ran away. 



For many miles she " cut her stick," 
And never slackened in her pace. 

The demons thought she was " a brick," 
And, tired at length, gave up the chase. 
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Three Fories next, with serpent locks. 

Sprang from their dens, and tned to hold her. 
But she dealt the fi)remost soch a box 

That bent her cheek-bone in like solder. 



This gallant act the others cowed, 
And made feel rather chicken-hearted ; 

Seizing her chance, the *' old *an '* bowed. 
Wished them *' good morning " — and departed. 



Three weeks of weaiy travel brought her 
Where no unhappy clouds impend, 

A sage addressed her, ** Welcome, daughter, 
" Thy troubles now are at an end I " 



This salutation made her glad ; 

He surely could be no deceiver; — 
That was Eneas*s old *' dad/' 

And this, Elysium — where we 11 leave her. 



OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE, 



WB1TTEN FOB AN AMATUEB PSBFOBMANOE OF 
'' THB SCHOOL FOB SOANDAL,** 



Ladies and gentlemen ! your presence here 
Demands our thanks : and yet imparts a fear 
Lest we, through inexperience or neglect, 
Should fail to personate, as you expect. 
The various characters which, in our play. 
And all society, must hold their sway. — 
A pang of dread ! — a thrill of sweet desire ! — 
An audience such as this may well inspire ; 
Where men of strength, and those of gentler mould, 
Cheer on the timid, and confirm the bold ; 
Where sparkling eyes dart forth approving rays, 
And ruby lips award the meed of praise f 
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But, ere I go, I fain a word or two 
Of quiet caution would address to you ; — 
Let each old man whose wife is very young 
Start not with horror, nor let loose his tongue. 
When she would take him to a hall or fete ; 
Those things he should have pondered ere too late. 
He cannot think, unless he he a dunce, 
A girl can turn a matron all at once. — 
Sir Peter Teazle went against this rule, 
And proved himself egregiously a fool ! — 
Let each young wife, whose lord is rather old, 
Presume not e'er to pout or play the scold 
When he, poor man, shall deem a horrid bore. 
Each varied scene of pleasure, which no more 
For him has any charm ; — she too must learn 
That youthful taste, once fled, can ne'er return. — 
Had Lady Teazle only thought of this, 
She had not done or said a thing amiss ! — 

Young men ! to you I turn, to you I give 
A solemn warning ; — 0, that you might live 
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In truthful intercourse with all mankind, 
And seek not by hypocrisy to blind 
The eye of friendship ! — nor perform the part 
Where words express what never felt the heart ! 
Thus Joseph Surface tried to gild his fame ; 
His end was failure, infamy, and shame ! — 

His brother Charles, though thoughtless and a 
rake, 
The shining path of truth would not forsake, 
His sense of gratitude for favours shown. 
His acts of charity, might well atone 
For faults, proceeding from a crazy brain, 
And never meant to cause another pain. — 
Reflection came, like dew-drops from above, 
And, with the influence of woman's love 
Upon a heart both generous and true, 
Soon wrought a change *t was beautiful to view. — 

As Truth prevailed in this intestine war. 
Let Truth for ever be your guiding star! 



YOUNG LOVE. 



A SWEET, yet all-absorbing feeling, 
0*er heart and soul and senses stealing, 
With step so gentle, scarce betraying 
A secret power, each impulse swaying ; 
Pursuing steadily its way, 
And gaining strength from day to day, 
Till every action, word, or thought, 
Is by its soothing influence taught 
Each passing circumstance to view 
As tinctured with its roseate hue. 

But now a change comes o'er the scene 
The calm repose and joy serene 
(Those holy feelings of the blest. 
That well might lull the soul to rest 1) 
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Give place to dark and cloudy skies ; 

Then warring elements arise ; 

The black horizon, black as night, 

Forbids the anxious, aching sight 

To pierce the hidden mystery there ! 

Oh, then ! what rules the heart ? — Despair ! 



This tumult too may pass away ; 
A ray of hope, a cheering ray, 
May haply penetrate the gloom, 
And once again the soul illume. 
The *' loved one '* may be won, — the flame 
May in two bosoms bum the same ! 
Two hearts with equal pulse may lieat. 
And, mingling in communion sweet, 
Eiyoy, through intercourse like this, 
A foretaste of celestial bliss ! 



LINES FOR AN ALBUM, 



Full many an aching heart and troubled breast, 
Their misery to tell, a medium find 
Through volume such as this ; the healing balm 
Of sympathy consoles a fevered mind, 
And grants to tearful woe a partial rest ! — 
Full many a lover's hope and blessed thought, 
By lips untold, here also find a place ; 
For Slie th' expressive lines may haply trace, 
And feel for him who wrote, — by pity taught. 
Her heart may learn to love, — her smile may calm 
The fears of one who lives but in her sight, 
And spread around him rapturous delight ! 



FINIS. 



Thus far, gentle reader, side by side 
We Ve rambled on, with Fancy for our guide ; 
Spare me a smile — 1 covet not a tear, 
But, O, sweet soul, withhold the cruel sneer ! 
My earnest hope, my effort, is, to please, 
To speak home-truths in simple harmonies, 
To praise the good, to brand deceptive art 
With all the fervour of an honest heart ! 



I- 
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